Seasons Change (As Well As Minds) 


Author: Allana 

Bands: Metallica 
Characters: Lars Ulrich 
Relationships: M/A 
Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Het] 


Updated: Sun Oct 07 2012 13:04:23 GMT-0400 (Eastern Daylight Time) 


Seasons Change (As Well As Minds) 


Author's Notes: 
This story was my own prompt from Ficmas ZOI It nagged and nagged at me, demanding to be written, so here it 
Is. 


Title from Green Day\'s \'Stuart And The Ave\" of all things 


For Trinny, who also loved the orignal prompt. Thanks for the encouragement! 


Its been three weeks. Three very long and three very trying weeks since James left rehab and Connie is 
exhausted Lars has gone from nervous, babbling anticipation--and she loves his motormouth, she really does, 


but there are limits--to confused hurt, and now there's just rage. 


Lars tears through the house, doors slamming in his wake and words spitting from his mouth like particularly 
Vicious machine gun fire. Connie drifts downstairs and follows the ranting, wincing. "..fucking James..stupid 
fucking rules.." and "I cannot believe this fucking stupid motherfucking bullshit" She finds Lars in the kitchen, 
banging his head against the refrigerator door and swearing in several different languages. Without stopping, he 
says, "How the fuck're we supposed to get anything done, huh? The high and mighty James fucking Hetfield 
says he's only working four fucking hours a day now, and we can't even fucking listen to anything without him 
being there? Who died and fucking made him god, huh?" Connie hops up on a stool and hopes she can weather 
this storm. 


"You know the worst thing?" 


Lars doesn't wait for her to reply and barrels on. "He's fucking hugging anyone, talking shit about how much he 
missed them, so | go to hug him. and you know what? Fucker flinched. Known him for fucking years and he 


fucking finches when | try'n hug him? Fucking bullshit." 


Connie wraps her arms around him and says, "Come to bed," interrupting his diatribe with tiny kisses. When 
they're curled up together, wrapped in the safety of darkness, Lars nuzzles into her hair and asks plaintively, 
like a child, "What did | do wrong?" She pretends that she's asleep and that his tears aren't burning her skin or 


making her heart clench. 


She could fucking kill James Hetfield. 


Over the years Connie has had her suspicions about Lars and James. The way they'd bicker and argue 
endlessly, snag food off each other's plates and when it mattered, they always knew what the other was 


thinking. It was always James and Lars, Lars and James and now there's James over there and Lars over here. 


She should probably be angry, but since she entered their relationship albeit unwittingly, she can't be that 
angry. 


"You need to get fucked," she says conversationally from the bathroom. 
Lars chuckles. "Come to bed, then" 


"No," she says, coming to the doorjamb, and striking a pose a femme fatale would be proud of, " You need to 


get fucked" Lars turns to her with a grin which slides off his face as he freezes. 


Connie walks towards him, slowly--the swaying of the silicone dick takes a bit of getting used to, but she 
thinks it looks good--watching his face closely. "Tell me l'm wrong, missekat, and I'll take this off and we'll never 


talk about it again" Lars swallows convulsively, his eyes flicking rapidly between her face and the hot pink dick 


between her legs. 
She steps closer and the dick bumps against Lars's stomach. "Fuck," he gasps and squeezes his eyes shut. 
"Is this what you want?" 


"Jesus fuck, Connie. Why?" Lars scrubs his hands over his face then flicks his eyes up to her face again 
"What the fuck are you thinking?" His eyes are wide, shocked, and a flush is creeping across his chest as she 


watches him, her lips curved in an amused smile. 
"You didn't answer my question, Lars. Do you want me to fuck you? Because | think you do. | think you need it." 


She presses closer, backing him against the side of the bed and pulls away the towel knotted around his waist. 
She gazes pointedly at his cock which is bobbing between his legs, full and heavy. Lars licks his lips nervously 


and Connie waits, anticipation and dread crawling over her skin in equal measures. 
"|. how did?" Lars eventually spits out, staring at the dildo once more, his eyes dark. It isn't a yes..not yet. 
"Yes?" 


Lars reaches up and tentatively strokes his hands over the leather of her harness, swallows and ghosts a 
hand over the dildo. Connie holds her breath. "Yeah,yeah, let's do this," he says, voice sounding stronger with 


every word. 


Connie leans down and captures his lips in a searing kiss, then shoves him down to the mattress. He goes easy, 
hands reaching out to pull her down on top of him. They slide together against Lars's shower-damp skin and 
Lars gasps and bucks up against her as the fake dick slides alongside his. "Jesus, fuck," he pants out. 


Connie grinds down against him in response and his eyes practically roll back in his head, hands fisting in the 
sheets so tight his knuckles whiten. 


"Turn over," she whispers. 
"Huh?" 


“Turn over," she says again, louder, more forceful, and he rolls over. Connie presses a kiss to the small of his 
back and urges him up onto all fours. Lars snags a pillow and wraps his arms around it, hesitates a little, then 


bends forward and presses his face into it. 


It takes the click-clack of a bottle opening for Lars to realise that this is really happening. She watches the 
wave of shudders that roll from Lars's shoulders to his hips and smiles. Connie kneels on the bed behind him 
and gives him her full attention. She's careful with him; lube, lube and more lube. As she presses two fingers 


against him, a blush rising on her face at the obscene squelch as she twists her fingers and massages him, 


she makes a silent promise to herself that this won't be the only time this happens. 
"IFs good?" 


"Yes," he chokes out, half a groan, and she rewards him for that , pushing a little further and he makes this 
needy noise that is the single hottest thing she's ever heard. He's never sounded like this for her, but if 


James won't give Lars what he needs then she damn well will, and make it hers. 
"Fuck.fuck. Enough prep. Connie, I'm ready." 


She gives him one last hard rub over his prostate, stills her fingers and brings the tip of the dildo up against 
her palm, pushes forward so, so carefully as she slips her fingers out. The head is barely inside him before 
Lars shoves himself back, fucking himself on the dildo and Connie is entranced She lets him have his way for a 
few moments, watching the silicone slide slickly in and out before she grips Lars's hips with lube-sticky hands, 
forcing him to slow down. Connie leans forward, wrapping her arms around Lars's waist and resting her lips at 
the nape of his neck. She trails soft kisses along his hairline and behind his ear. "Slow, slow," she croons in his 


ear. 
Carefully, slowly, she rocks her hips forward. Lars trembles but takes it. 


She never thought that this would turn her on, and really there isn't quite enough friction where the base of 
the dildo rubs against her pussy to get her off, but the situation.seeing Lars writhe beneath her, silently 
begging her for more harder faster.that works perfectly. 


She's so wet she can feel it slick her inner thighs. 


She fucks him slowly, small thrusts gliding in and out with each roll of her hips, sinking into the sensations and 
gasping with every thrust. Her hard nipples drag against his sweat-slicked back with every long, slow thrust. 
Beneath her Lars is writhing, trembling, his face still buried in the pillow. Connie bites her lip and keeps her 
slow, tease of a rhythm until she hears Lars begging for more. "Fuck. Need.fucking.need it harder. Fuck. Connie, 
please." 


She pulls back and gives a little shivers as cool air hits her sensitive nipples and settles her weight more 
firmly upon her knees. She slams back into him, breasts bouncing wildly, fingers digging bruises into his hips 
and Lars's back arches. 

"Touch me," he begs when she pulls back. "Touch me please. Fuck" 

Connie grins and steadies herself with on one hand, and reaches round to fist his cock as she slams her dick 
back into him. Lars groans, pushing into her fist then pulses and comes all over her hand and the sheets, cock 


jerking and twitching as she fucks him through it, not stopping until he's practically boneless beneath her. 


She waits until Lars is slumped and pliant underneath her before pulling out and rolling away. She unbuckles the 


harness with shaking hands and tosses the whole sticky contraption over the side of the bed. 


Lars rolls towards her. "Connie," he says, choked, eyes blown wide. He's never looked like that before for her, 
as if nothing mattered but sex. This is hers now, she did this. She reaches out to him with a shaking hand and 
Lars closes the last few inches and pillows his head on her breasts. He's still shaking, too, and she cards her 
fingers through his hair as he clings to her. 


After a few minutes, she shifts her hips restlessly; she can still feel the hot-wet of her pussy, slick juices 
clinging to her thighs and she needs Slowly, she slides her hand into her pussy, gliding her fingers through the 
wetness for a moment. She's actually startled when Lars rouses enough to grab her hand and say, "My turn" 


Lars turns his head and sucks at her nipple; electric pleasure rushes through her body and she arches 
towards him, gasping. He lifts his head and gives her a wicked grin before gliding down her body, pausing to lick 
teasingly over the red strap marks left on her hips. 


He spreads her labia with his thumbs, stares hungrily at her wetness for a few moments and groans when 
she says, "Please." before eagerly bending his head to her. He lathes his tongue along the length of her slit, 
tongue slipping wetly between her folds, licking soft, then hard, maddeningly, as though he wants to drink her 
dry. 


It doesn't take long before she's biting her lip, whimpers leaking out of the corner of her mouth as she 
writhes against Lars's mouth. He fucks his tongue into her and she cries out, scraping her nails over his 


shoulders, and her orgasm goes on and on. 


When she can move--and think--again, she realises that Lars is still slumped against her legs. "Baby," she says 
sleepily, her eyelids fluttering as if they're already growing heavy. She feels him mumble against her thigh as 
he falls asleep. It sounds like "thank-you". Connie pulls a sheet over them, as best she can, and drifts off to 


sleep with a satisfied smile on her face. 


